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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

However, one may forgive much to a book which re- 
veals a fresh and ardent personality. And one may hope 
that after a few more experimental sheaves the art will 
respond to the impulse. H. M. 

RHETORIC UNASHAMED 

Ireland Unfreed: Poems of ig2i, by Sir William Watson. 

John Lane Co. 

Rhetoric here marches unashamed across the cluttered 
stage of the world's affairs — rhetoric, flaunting exaggerated 
gestures under its shabby outworn toga, stubbing the 
toe of its stiff buskin against 

rapine masked as order, his vast maw 
With Vengeance still uncloyed. 

Is it possible that this kind of thing is still masking as 
poetry? — here begins a sonnet To the Prime Minister yet 
again: 

Like your renown-clad namesake, who did slay, 

Far across Time and its vast charnels drear, 

If only with a legendary spear, 

A fabled dragon, you in your midday 

Did unto ravening things give battle, and they 

Felt your light lance through all their scales! 

Now, so we are informed, that spear is "pointed at the 
captive maiden's breast" — and so on to the end, reading 
a bit out-of-date today. May the kind fates deliver 
Ireland from her friends! H. M. 
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